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Guessing Games 


Author's Notes: 
Right, here\'s a thing. | haven\'t seen anything of the sort, so | thought I\'d give it a shot. Sorry if it sucks. 
Please let me know what you think! Now, try to enjoy. 


Fuckwit, Jason cursed internally, struggling against his restraints and berating himself for his behaviour earlier 
on that night. Strip poker, he had discovered, did NOT mix all that well with celebratory shots at the end of a 
tour. It had been close between himself and Kirk, but he was edged out (only just, he told himself) and was now 
the victim of what the others called ‘the guessing game’. He didn't know how to play or what it entailed, but 
they assured him it would be fine. And so he found himself blindfolded and tied, spread eagled on his back, to a 
hotel bed, wearing nothing at all 


‘Jay, you ready for this? Lars' voice now, floating down to him from somewhere above him. 
‘As I'll ever be, Jason grumbled. ‘Why do | have to be naked? 


‘You lost at strip poker, dude,' came James' deep baritone. 


Whispers could be heard, and Jason became uncomfortable. 
‘Can you guys explain this to me or something? he asked, perplexed. 


‘Shh, Jay. It's just a guessing game. Nice and simple. Now relax and enjoy, okay? That was Kirk. A cool hand 
brushed his cheek, and he instinctively leaned into it. 


‘Are you ready to play? Lars 

Jason nodded and moistened his lips, and the room fell silent. He could hear nothing but his own heart racing, 
He felt somebody draw near, felt their soft breath on his face, and before he knew it, lips were on his own 
and moving softly, gently, teasingly. A warm tongue slipped out and brushed his bottom lip, and then the mouth 
was gone. 

‘0h, Jason exhaled shakily. So it was that kind of guessing game. 

‘Who was that, Jay? James. 

Uh... Kirk: 

Nobody else in the band would kiss that tenderly, softly, gently, would they? 


‘Right; Kirk purred in his ear, and he shivered. 


Jason felt soft hair on his shoulders this time as the next person leaned down to kiss him. An earthen scent 


filled his nostrils as the lips landed firmly on his own, and stubble brushed his cheek and scratched his mouth. 
‘Lars: 


Hands began to wander down his chest; just fingertips playing on his skin. They traced his ribs and stroked his 
stomach, the touches so light that his abdominal muscles quivered. 


‘Right; the Dane breathed from somewhere down south, and Jason assumed that it was Lars whose hands 


were roaming. 
Jason's heart rate picked up; he knew what was next. Or rather, who was next. 


Firm hands found their way to his shoulders and began to massage the muscles there. Jason sighed and 
relaxed against the bed, letting his body go limp. Then another mouth found its way to his own. This one was 
insistent and determined; a slight tinge of alcohol was present on the tongue which lapped at his lips. Jason 


groaned and opened his mouth, but he was too late; the kisser was gone. 


‘James,’ he sighed, his chest heaving. 

‘Damn right, James growled, almost lovingly. 

‘He looks so good like this, don't you think? That was Kirk, and Jason's stomach jolted. 

‘We should play strip poker with him more often, came James’ voice, and another pair of hands trailed over 
his sternum. Jason found himself becoming aroused, and wasn't sure if he should try to hide it. He figured 


that, as he was tied naked to a bed, he probably wouldn't have much luck, so he simply lay there. 


More whispering reached his ears, and he strained to hear what was being conspired against him, but all he 


could make out was a mess of excited garble. All the while, his heart raced and his chest heaved. 
And then he heard clothes hitting the floor; buckles and buttons and zippers being undone and the soft rasp of 
denim over skin. Jason had no choice but to lie shamelessly, with his erection growing, for the rest of the band 


to see. 


‘Look, you two. We made him horny. You okay, Jase?" said Lars, and Jason nodded quickly, his long, wild curls 
falling in his face and then tumbling back over his strong shoulders. 


Hands returned to his stomach; brushing ever-so-lightly along the trail of hair which led southwards. 
‘Guess, Jay, was breathed into his ear by Kirk, followed by a tiny nip on his earlobe, and he groaned. 
‘Uh, Lars? 

‘Nuh-uh,' Lars said from somewhere across the room. 

‘Me, James hissed. ‘Do we punish him if he fucks up? 

‘| think so,' Lars replied. 


A sharp slap on the flank made Jason arch off the bed and grit his teeth. His eyes opened, but all he could see 
was black. The pain went straight to his cock, which was now fully hard and demanding attention. 


‘Try again, Jay: 


A different set of hands, this time smaller. Higher. Massaging his pectorals and tweaking a nipple. Jason was 
about to open his mouth to guess, but then his breath was stolen from him as a soft mouth covered his own. 
It was more demanding this time, but he still recognised the somewhat exotic taste on the tongue which made 
its way into his mouth. Their tongues mingled, and Jason gasped into the other's mouth as both of his nipples 


were pinched. 


‘Jesus.. Lars, Lars' hands’ he forced out. ‘Kirk ... kissing. 
‘Right and right again, Lars uttered softly. 
Then there was silence, a painful silence in which Jason's cock throbbed, curved up his abdomen. 


The bed dipped, and Jason felt somebody ease their way up to him. And then something smooth and rounded 
pressed to his lips. 


Who was this bold? 


He opened his mouth and let it slip inside, tasting, feeling. Salty sweet, not entirely unpleasant. Fairly sizeable. He 


heard Kirk moan, but he knew. 
‘James, he gasped, licking his lips. ‘(Oh god, James:' 


‘Right; the singer said lowly, his voice husky in the prone man's ear. Jason would never have expected this 


from him, of all people. 

Another now. Only slightly smaller this time. He allowed it to pass through the ring of his lips and he laved it 
with his tongue, and he felt the owner of the cock tremble. Smooth skin, slick lips. Slightly different taste. 
Different contours. He almost forgot he was supposed to be guessing until it was pulled away. 

‘Kirk, Jason declared when his mouth was empty again 


‘Good, Jase,' the part-Filipino drawled, somewhere above. 


The bassist smiled as the last cock was put to his lips and he sucked gently on the head, more for the benefit 
of Lars than himself. 


‘Lars, he murmured when the drummer pulled away. 


‘Well guessed, Jase’ Lars joked, and a small hand stroked his cheek. It wandered down and stroked Jason's chest 
again, before two more hands were at his hips, stroking up over his stomach, making the muscles there 
tremble, and pointedly avoiding his weeping cock. He groaned and bucked his hips, and heard Kirk's quiet 
laughter. Fingertips brushed fleetingly over his shaft and he emitted a strangled cry, before all contact was 


withdrawn completely. 
‘Well? 


His brain fought to function through the haze of sensation. 


‘Lars on my chest,’ Jason managed. 

‘Very good, min skat : 

‘James.. stomach?! 

‘Wrong;' James growled back at him, and a stinging slap landed on the side of his ass. Jason winced. 

And then somebody was kissing him again. Hard. Their hands tangled in his hair and .. fucking shit. Jason arched 
his back and let loose a howl as somebody's mouth engulfed him willingly, taking him almost all the way down 
to the hilt in one go. The lips returned to his and a tongue began thrusting in time with the sucks of whoever 
was down below and Jason writhed on the bed, his arms straining. He ached to be able to hold whoever was 


bringing him such pleasure, to see what was being done to him.. 


The mouths withdrew, and another cool tongue lapped its way down his neck and fastened onto his shoulder, 


sucking hard. 

‘Who was that, Jay? 

Jason groaned. 

‘Ugh, shit.. James.. kissing and Lars below? Kirk on my chest now,' he panted. 

‘Well done, Jason, Lars purred. ‘You sure you're okay? 

‘tm fine, Jason replied lowly. ‘You're good at that, by the way: 

Kirk flicked his tongue around a nipple and rolled it between his teeth. Jason trembled and sweated and waited. 


Then hands were around his ankles, gently guiding his legs apart. Blindfolded and exposed and shameless, a 


delectable treat spread out for his bandmates. Jason knew what was coming and he swallowed hard. 


The mattress shifted again and Jason was left alone as the others crossed the room. He heard the click of a 
bottle, and the slick sound of moving liquid, and he shifted in anticipation 


His eyes rolled back as a body settled between his legs, a mouth latched onto his throat and a cool, wet finger 
stroked over his entrance. It circled gently, and then the tip pushed gently in He screwed up his eyes at the 
feeling of being breached, and tried to relax. This was no mean feat given that another hand had just taken a 
firm hold of his cock and was slowly jerking him off, and that there were currently a set of teeth embedded in 


his powerful shoulder muscle. 


‘Fuck,’ Jason cursed. His body was threatening to shut down from a total sensory overload. ‘Do | still have to 


guess?" 


‘Yes,' James rumbled immediately. 

‘Your finger, he gasped. 

‘Wrong,' Kirk hissed, and Jason got another slap. 

‘Lars, then: 

‘Wrong again’ James growled. 

Slap. Jason writhed. 

‘Kirk, oh god. Lars mouth: 

‘Good’ 

‘James’ hand! 

Soon enough, all contact was withdrawn and the bassist shivered at the loss. His whole body tingled and his 
cock was weeping profusely, almost hard to the point of being painful. More whispers could be heard, and then 
the mattress dipped again for the last time. 

Deft hands went around his thighs, lifting them up, and then somebody was forcing their way into him, and he 
shrieked. No words of encouragement reached him, no gentle reassurance, because then they'd give it away. 
The body between his legs stilled, and then a mouth was kissing him hard and yet another as on his chest. His 
unidentified lover began to move inside him silently, and he knew he wasn't going to last long. He strained at his 
restraints and groaned into the mouth which was kissing him, and breathed hard when it withdrew. 


‘Guess: 


It wasn't a request, it was an order, and Lars said it right into his ear. Jason opened his mouth to guess, but 


all that escaped him was a strangled grunt as his prostate was speared dead-on. 
‘You're kissing me: 

‘Good! 

‘James on my chest? 


‘Good! 


‘That means Kirk.. oh, Christ. Kirk' Jason's voice cut out in a choked moan. His entire body was trembling, and 


he tried to roll his hips up to rub his cock on Kirk's stomach as the guitarists hips moved smoothly back and 
forth. He wished he could see Kirk, see his golden skin flex over lean muscle, see his eyes roll back in his head, 
see his stomach clench, see those full lips covered in spit and sweat. 

And then a hand found his cock, and it was all over. 

Jason's orgasm was magnificent. Every single part of his body came, and he screamed Kirk continued to pound 
into his spasming body for a few more thrusts, but then he, too, fell over the edge with a shout and collapsed 
on his bassist, breathing hard and covered in sweat. Jason sagged back, utterly spent. His arms were numb 
from being tied, and he just wanted to hold the man who had plundered him, but he couldn't find the energy to 
struggle. 

‘You felt so good, Jay, Kirk told him, before kissing his mouth softly. ‘Thank you: 

Jason just smiled sleepily. 

‘We done now? he yawned, feebly tugging at the restraint on his right arm. 

‘Not quite, Lars voice now, soft and gentle. A hand stroked his sweaty hair. 

‘Okay, who's next? Jason let his legs fall apart. He had noticed that James had been rather quiet lately. 


‘No, Jase. Just lie still, okay? You'll understand in a second: 


Confused, Jason did as he was told. He was curious, and his erection was rapidly renewing itself. This was due 


in no small part to a mouth, no doubt Kirk's, licking around the head and nibbling at the base 
Mm; he moaned lightly. ‘Kirk, that you? 

Yeoh, Jay. ‘Sime: 

Feels good! 

‘You're ready now! 

What? Ready for what? 

Hold on a second- oft 


A body had crawled up his own, strong thighs straddled his waist and then he found himself sinking into wet 
heat as somebody began to ride him. 


‘Holy shit, Lars, that you?" 


He could only think of Lars doing such a thing. Surely it wouldn't be.. 

James’ voice answered him. 

‘No. And it's not Kirk either" 

Jason couldn't believe it. 

‘| don't believe you: 

‘You probably should: 

Something was picking at the ties on his wrists, and before he knew it, his arms were free. Jason gasped as 
the circulation began to restore itself, and groped blindly for the man on his lap. Strong hands caught his own, 
and guided on to a shoulder and one to a very hard cock, where he began to stroke in time with the rising and 
falling of its owner. The blindfold was whipped of as well, and the sight which met his eyes was truly 
magnificent. James' head was thrown back, golden hair tumbling down his back, eyes hazed over in pleasure, lips 
open and chest heaving. 

‘James, Jason breathed. 

‘Told you it was me: 

Jason took in his surroundings; Lars was there, and his hands went to the bassist's shoulders, strongly 
massaging. Kirk sat next to them on the bed, simply watching. Lars had a painful-looking hard-on, and even as 


Jason watched, one of his hands moved down to it and he gave a small squeak of pleasure. 


‘Jay, yeah,' James was coming undone. With every surge of Jason's hips upwards, he rolled his hips back down 


to meet the thrust. 
‘You wanna come, James? Jason asked, his eyes heavy-lidded. 
‘Fuck yeah: 


Jason reached down for James’ erection and began to tug on it, but almost forgot to when he felt his own 


pleasure building. 


‘Jay, leave that. I'll take care of it, came Kirk's whisper in his ear. The guitarist kissed him, then moved down 
and did as he said he would. 


James' voice was getting more and more frantic, grunts and moans and all kinds of other delicious noises. 


Finally, he exploded all over Jason's chest, a low, growling ‘Oh yeah,' ripping out of him. Jason froze 


momentarily. That was the noise James made every night on stage. 


‘James,’ the bassist whimpered, thrusting up into the singer's spasming body one final time, and coming long 


and hard for the second time that night. 

A quiet Danish curse could be heard from somewhere above where Jason and James lay together, signaling 
Lars’ own climax. Jason should have cared a little that Lars hadn't had his turn with him, but at that moment 
he was wondering if anybody could die from too much pleasure. 

Kirk and Lars joined them, four sweaty bodies on a bed made for two people. 


‘Well done, Jay,' Lars breathed, ruffling Jason's hair. 


‘Come up here, | wanna try something. All of you, said Kirk sleepily, and they four of them sat up. James 
grumbled and held onto Jason's arm. 


‘Now, we all lean forward, and.. 
They all burst out laughing, albeit tired laughter, as their lips met in a messy four-way kiss. 
‘We have to do this more often! 


With that, they collapsed back onto the stained bed. Jason fell asleep with James in his arms, Kirk's hand on his 
chest and Lars’ leg between his own. 


